of. I signed the paper. I would have signed anything to
get out. Then I had to wait for three days for my permit
to arrive. During that time they kept me away from the
other prisoners. Instead of working with them I was put
on to cleaning latrines. But at night we went to the same
dormitory. And then something curious happened.

'Talking between the prisoners was forbidden, and the
rule was enforced so savagely that the eyes-on-the-ground
Idea applied as much between prisoner and prisoner as
between prisoner and guard. If you looked at another
prisoner they might say you had been thinking of talking.
The result was that you recognised the man next to you
not so much by his face as by his shoulders and the
shape of his feet. I had a shock when, as we were being
marched into the dormitory on my last night there, I saw
that the man next to me was trying to catch my eye. He
was a grey-faced, heavy sort of man of about forty. He'd
only been there six months, and by the way they'd
singled him out for floggings I had guessed that he was
a Communist. There was a guard near us and I was
frankly terrified of giving them an excuse to cancel my
permit. I got into my bunk as quickly as I could and
lay still.

'It used to be quite common for the prisoners to have
nightmares. Sometimes they would just mumble, some-
times they would shout and scream in their sleep. As
soon as a man started one of the guards would get a
bucket of water and empty it over him. I never slept
much there, but that night I didn't sleep at all. I kept
thinking of getting away the next day. I had been lying
in the darkness for about two hours when this man next
to me started to mumble in his sleep. One of the guards
came over and looked at him, but the mumbling had
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